THE LETTER L.
She stood to gaze, perhaps to sigh,
Perhaps to think ; but who can tell, How heavy on her heart must lie The letter L !
She came anon with quiet grace;
And * What/ she murmured, ' silent yet 1s He answered, "T is a haunted place, And spell-beset
* O speak to us, and break the spell!'
* The spell is broken,' she replied. ' I crossed the running brook, it fell, It could not bide.
e And I have brought a budding world,
Of orchis spires and daisies rank, And ferny plumes but half uncurled, From yonder bank;
* And I shall weave of them a crown,
And at the well-head launch it free, That so the brook may float it down, And out to sea.